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subject .even to him. I waste much precious
time reading the motoring papers, study passion-
ately the news from the racing trackss gravely
peruse technical lucubrations which I do not
understand. It is a madness3 but a delightful one.
The spiritual effects of being a car-owner are
not, I notice, entirely beneficial. Introspection
and the conversation of other motorists have
shown me, indeed, that car-owning may have the
worst effect on the character. To begin with
every car-owner is a liar. He cannot tell the
truth about his machine. He exaggerates his
speed, the number of miles he goes to the gallon
of petrol, his prowess as a hill climber. In the
heat of conversation I myself have erred in this
respect, more than once 5 and even coolly, with
malice aforethought, I have given utterance, on
this subject, to frigid and calculated lies. They
do not weigh very heavily on my conscience, I
am no casuist, but it seems to me that a lie which
one tells, expecting nobody to believe it, is venial.
The motorist, like the fisherman, never really
supposes that his vaunts will be believed! Myself,
I have long ceased to give the slightest credit to
anything my fellow-motorists may tell me. My
last vestige of confidence was destroyed by the
Belgian driver who told me that two hours were
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